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The © ' MOUNTAIN of © HAIR's GARLAND. { 

oU — wives, and widows. of Britain draw 1 
near | 

TY) fing'you a "diery, wilt tickle your ear; 

How: maids, wives, and widows now faſhion. their hair, 

Wich fine lappets dike, and mountains For * 6 H 
bs la, &c. Pen: * . ; * 
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. My Lady ſhe goes to the b ad the plays | | 

She ramble all night an ps all the day, 

And then irf the evening to church doth repair, 

With ber lafpets b ; and her 1 mountain of hair. I t 
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u Sally, Nys che, te ber forenas 8 
She wins up the jeſt to keep up her trade; 
She ſhews her white breaſts, and her bubies are _ 


Wi ber fine lappets — and mountain of ee” 
5 Pn la, - 


There's millsr's, N wy 8 wives, 
They!!! have their hair dreſs'd to keep up cher pride | n 
The landlady fits dreſs'd-upen a par, 4 

| 13 head ſhe can't W my "me of ber ber. 
 Fala, Ke. N rh, 


/ Theni incomes the E amon & all the reſt . A 1 
A barber this miniſte, my bair mult be dreſt, | 1 
b 
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- And if you don't dreſs it à yard high I do ſwear} 
The devil may A a — toy hair. 
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© Then in comes the . wife "ASA and fat, The 

be will have berhair-drefi'&and what of all that, 

1 fine leg of mutton, and ſhoulder I ſwear, 

[oo berder _ S N her hair. 
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They'll curſe their lappets and damn their falſe hair; 9 L 


And one 
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Miſs Jenny. they tell me, is breeding a child, 1 tink 


And Molly is left in the ſame (tate I find, 6) 7 5 . 
And when the young babes comes into their care, N 
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Behold that ſmart 3 War 1 looks i in the gab, * | 
Her hair doth all other companions? ſurpaſs ; > 

You detorm your ſweet fates, I vow and 170 
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You ſhould cut off your 9 405 and burn your 5 
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Believe me dear ladies your all in the wro 


I tell you: and that makes an end to my ſong 7 + 
When your hair's finely. dreſs'd I plainly do. : bo 
You look like an owl in an old ivy- tre. 
- Fala, &c . o | _— 
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A new SONG call'd Sir JOHN bal Eco = 
T. was two brothers Md über you bill, 55 1 2 7 
As it might be you and I: 1 55 f 
And one of —— did ſolemuly Gee... r A RR 
That Sir John Barleycorn ſhould die. "Opn B's SEL. i 
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They plow'd and hatrow'd him ode the — 
And they laid clods over his head; 
ws them did ſolemnly ſware, 5 


That Sir Jobp Barleycorn was dead. : "hp : 2 3 


It Wa nigh Spring Time of the Fear; 1 ie wy 4 
When bright ſhowers of rain did fall; 2 ie 
Tben Sir Joo Barleycorn did ſpring up „ 8 


And ſo e docei vod then all. - e en 2 
IF; _—_ "764 bo Nee 8 
It ons Bae ee e or ? Op tg mas ©3538 IJ 
ook'd pans and wan 1 8 2) oof {i They \, } 
<4 wy 4 6 22 2 r 3 — 8 


1 


1 aſter that he had got a long boar, + 
And ſo became a man. 


They hir'd men o_ Sicles fo ſharp, __. 
And cut Sir John down by the knees; 


And then they ſerv'd him worſe than chat, 
They bound him up in ſheves. 


They hir'd men with Pitehforks ſharp, 
And guck Sir John to the heart; 
And then they ferved bim worſe then that, 


| They 8 0 him on a cart. * 1. Pac, u 
They wheel'J him round and tans,” "+ 1 
Till they ſo nigh tbe barn; | . 74 
And then they made a mow of him. $a F50: L 
Which they thought there was no harm. Fx - 4 
They fang poor John down again, 8 - | 5 
Ohl they broke poor John's bones 4 . 


Tben they ſerv'd him worſe then that, 1 
They ground him between two ſtones. W 


Come fill your wine within a 22 ate 8 * T 
Aod your Claret in a Can; | e 00 
| 5 * fill Sir John into a bowl, Oy: 15-54 Serj 


And he'll prove. the better man. 5 All; 
A new SONG calbd the Drum- major. 


rOupg men and maidens and barelictore-Cader, RGA, 

Eng you a ſong, that is new and complete, 
Damſel that foliow'd the Drum © 

Y For the ke her true love for a Soldier ſhe's gone : 


| S8 e Votuntcer i in a Regiment of Foot, 
| By beating the drum t honour ſhe got; 

Twice as much more the does:t1dertake, 
#] 8 He beats on the 8 for * true en, 
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er waiſt it was ſlender, ho! fingers 1 ab fall, 175 


beating the drum ſhe exceeded them all, 1 
w ſhe's Drum- major and carries the ſword, 3 
d appears like a heroe as berce as 4 Land 1 i4- 1 | 
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As this damſel.was bathing in the n fo deep, „ 
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The N the 8 and Enfigns 465. "JEL 
ook. this Maid by the hand and to Church they dig 5 


derjeants, Gorporals. Drummers, and Fife, 
I rejoice and was metry WY 7 e and his wit,” 


Soldier from the Garriſon ſo ſoftly did creep; 3 
n the back of the Rampart there he did efpy, © — 
this gur ok, ps the Soldier Gs A8 | " 
When out of the Warr: this Dainſel did come, - 
ſolved he was to beat on her drum: HER 61 
o beat on my drum not praftic'd. you li be. 
y him ſhe was diſcover · d that very ſame day. 79 
The Captains and Enſigns al laugh at the 83 3 
decommended the Damſel for what ſhe had done; PRO: 
tes not for your Gold that I liſted here 22 
t is for young 3 " young CINE: 244 | | 
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The hounds all make a jovial e 

. _ The buntſman winds his horn. P th 

Then a hunting let us go, &. 4 55 >a Y 

"It wife around her buſband Oe” 

fer arms to make him ſtay, 2 
My delr, it hails,” it rains, it W n a 

Fou cannot hunt to-day. 


But a bunting we will g o, &c. | = 
*The uncavern'd Fox like gh ing * 
His cyoning's all awake; 8 


Io gain the races he eager tries, - 

= His forfeit" life the ſtake;  * „ 
When i hunting we do go, Kc. 
Arous'd een echo huntreſs turns, 


And madly ſhouts for joy; 
The Sportſman breaſt 1 4 burn, we, 
4 * chace can never cloy. N 
Then a hunting we will go Ke. \ 
n mark. the ſeeks the tide, Lf $47 
ogg ae iſt now prevail; ig - 
ark! ! ſhouts the weer death betide;/ . 
He ſpeeds his * e IB 
When a bun ing we do go, &c: . . 


5 For de his it att H to fainti rn By 1 A. 


The hounds. Apel his fight; 
Then hungry home ward we eee W 
7 * N away the night. e 


8 we” Pagan we will go; & 


Var tuck about the Fey wh 41470 
UT are you furs 8 true 55 det. 2 4 
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this a time to a of or 4 = i | "Es N23 4 4 
Ye jades fling by your wh 
this time to ſpin a thrift, _ 0 et; 
When Colin's at the door. 4 
ie me my cloak, Pil down the key, 1 
To ſee him come on ſhore, e RT 
There's nae Juck about the} ouſe, *../ 
There's nealuck-of 2”. + +..,.47 
There s nae luck abaut the beute 1 
When my Goodman's aws”. = 5 2 ſh 85 


iſe up, and make A clean re- lde, bas e 
Put one the muckle pott. 
Gie little Kate her couon: och, 5 887 
And jack his Sunday's cot. 11. bas 
Make their ſhoon as black as hes: 
Their ſtockings white as faaw, © 0 
It's a* to pleaſure our CONE ora OY 
He likes to fee them bra. las I'I 
There's ne backs: be, iich ** rs 5 "20 


© x — "3 TY . pry 1 


Bring dowti 18 e my ieee, < | Bf 12 | 
My Biſhop fattin gown, _- Y Ip] 
And, then gea tell the bailiffs YG * ON: U 1” 5 
That Colin's dome to town, . .. 797% 1 5 
My Turkey flippers PI pur 1 ; "4 7 5 J : 
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My ſtockings pearl b e e 

And 3 a to pleaſure'our | Condi, * ö 5125 5 x ES. 

For he's bath leel and 14 0 4 1 825 as aL TY Be 
There's nacluck, Ke. A "ot : lj re Ty 5 =P 
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ä Ad make the table neat and trim; 


* what puts parting in my * 


- : nag hoe e 


. ES) 
| There are twa hens . the croop E 
Been fed this month or a N nz 
Make haſte gae thraw der necks e 


That Colin weel may fare; 


3 


Let every thing be bra', 


It's a' to pleaſure my Goodmati, - a af 29) 


For he's been lang awa?, 23.5 ek 


There's nea luck, & . 


See true his heart, ſea ſmooth. his. | 
His breath like caller air, © — - t, * 
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And ſhall I hear him 
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His very foot has muſic in; Tt. 
As he comes up the ſtair, PIR 30) 500 I 
| And ſhall I fee his Face A 133 


* downright giddy with the chonght, ih 


In troth Tm like to greet. © 


There's nae luck, Kc. # + 7 . — 


me cauld blaſts of » Venter wsd: Th: 


. e thrilled through my heart: . TT 


re a blawn o'er, Lal im ig. " 
Till death we'll never part, 


5 * 1 


* may be far awa', 
The preſent mom 6 


The nent we never aw. 
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